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swered the old mother proudly.

t in them. .
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leaves littered the ground under
.hes of the vld chestnut treed.
no one any
longer kept order in the The step-
daughters of the Baron walked up and dowu
the long avenue of chestnuts. Their mourn-
heuvy with evening dew, hung aboul
their slender ;"i[:uros, Every afterncon they
promenade. Sometimes they wept;

they spoke softly to each other;
they walked along in solemn

did their duty.”

“Fatherland?”’ mocked Linda, with her pa:.
sionate Southern gestures. “I know no Fath
erlund. | was born in a hotel. My nursery
was a ship or a railroad train. I have no
mother tongue. What does a Fatherland mean
to me? I loved a man, and when I found he
called himself a German I thought it comical,
1 don't like the Germans—they are so plump
I loved only him. I will not
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and so pedantic.

silence. They wore their widows' caps on stay alone in this horrible w_}rld. _
their heads proudly, almost as if they were “Oh, dearest, dearest! Linda will come to
coronets you soon, very soon!”

It may be, said the physicians, that after a
cuccessful delivery there will be a change for
But, on the contrary, her condition

The third, the youngest, was not with them.
She never left her bedroom, where the eur-
to be kept drawn, go as not to let in
the light of the winter sun. She was cared fer
there by the old Baroness Kadden. She had
f‘-’-"‘raa::.e--i an alien to all of them—the daugh-
ter of u foreign race (of just what race they
were fiot entirely sure), whom the young Lieu.
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fact that now men had
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the better.
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So they waited at Castle Kudden. They
waited checrlessly, joylessly, anxiously. The
first frost came. Thin cakes of ice swam on
the surface of the gloomy pond in which Linda
had sought oblivion. The yellow leaves
crackled under the feet of the widowed sisters.
The sun seldom broke through the clouds.
Everybody wondered if the soldiers out in the
:rfnr‘hes were not freezing; but people no
longer thought about such things with the
reathless excitement of the first weeks—only
with a dull, submissive weariness. y

On the borders the armies held on in ex-
sectation of decisive battles. At Castle Kad-
' held on—in numb, deadening
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passionate Portuguese.
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When he left her her cries of despair rang
through the castle, Even in the streets of the

village people heard them. The women of

Cll‘l!iﬂ\ia, who looked after the depllrtinzl.sﬂi- en they also
d umhlv  with few tears, their feelinrs pain,
lers dumbly, with few tears heads in dis- Esch evening now the old Baron walked be-

locked in their hearts, shook their :
spproval. The old Baron Kadden said
Yerely:

tween his two deeply veiled daughters-in-law

se-
down the long avenue of chestnuts to the fam-
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ily burial vault. Three laurel wreaths hung
there on the black iron gate of the marble
chapel. The father gazed long at them,
stroked them with his hand so that the leaves
and the ribbons rustled. The heads of the
daughters were bent under their heavy crepe,
and tears wetted their cheeks.

But the mother sat by Linda’s bedside. She

had not been even once to see the laurel
wreaths.

“My duty now is here,” she said with quiet
patience.

On Christmas Eve, when the thin peal of
the belle in the village church tower sounded
through the cold, still air, heralding a peace
on earth which no longer existed, scurrying
steps and lights gave the second story of the
castle an unwonted air of animation. Lanterns
gleamed in the courtyard; a rider hurried
away on a trot through the village street.

A woman fought with death for hours in
desperate combat—in bitter anguish,

“Let me die! Have pity! Let me die!
Dearest, take me with you! Take me to you!"

So they heard Linda's voice echoing in agony
agninst the ancient walls, The two step-
daughters, who were both childless, watehed
with the father. They smiled at him, talked
of the little feet which would again toddle
through the corridors, of the little fists which
would gather buttercups for grandpapa. Dut
the longer the time ran on the weaker was the
hope that the battle which was heing fought
in the darkened room would end in vietory.

Next morning, just as the window panes
were being reddened by the rising sun, the
deor suddenly opened and the old Baroness ap-
peared in her black dress, with her white hair
dishevelled and her face glowing with excite-
ment. She cried aloud: “A boy—a splendid
boy!" Then she threw herself on her hus-
band’s neck and wept,

L] . 4 . - L]

Linda had slept for many hours. Now zhe
had awakened; yet could not yvet decide to open
her eyes, lest she should interrupt that won-
derful sensation of physical wellbeing which
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possessed her. She felt no pains. How was
that possible after such horrible tortures? Had
she really suffered all that torment, and then
sunk into a deep, dark abyss in which all con-
sciousness was snuffed out?

What had they done to her? She remem-
bered a sweetish, somewhat repellent odor and
a voice which warned her, “Breathe deep.”
Then she had breathed deep—ever deeper, he-
cause that relieved her suifering., How beauti-
fully she had slept! Yet there was something
else. She had had some other experience.

She tried to recall it. Yes, now she heard
arain Kar!'s voice, the voice of her husband.

He had stood ¢lose be and smi and
said: “Fine, little o fine!” as he
h ¢ apid when she had done something

which greatly pleased him.
It seemed to her as if
mexpressibly pr
which it gave her—a
fTects, like those of a warm,
sould [eel even to her
recall what else had
um, but it all slipped
ined only the vague
rful happening, a
If-content.
v lids. But she had
whole room was

received somethir

en.jn!.‘v-
happiness whose

finger tips., She
happened to her in
awey from her. Ehe
impregsion of some
quiet, radiant feeli

Linda slowly opent
to close them at once, for the
filled with a light. * She blinked
her eyes, turned her |
around without movi
she had an insth

Her mother-in-|
easy chair beside
table, stood a basket
veiling. The old lady had heen overcome by
sleep. To Linda her face, with the closed eye-
lids, seemed much aged. In repose it looked
pale and haggard. The hair, ordinarily care
fully arranged, hung in loose, wide stranlds
over the cheeks. The head was sunk on the
hreast, nodding lightly to and fro.

The picture moved the young wife strangely.
Tears rose to her eyes, How many nights had
the old lady spent there! For always when

warm, yellow
and sought to look

too much, for of that

‘tive dread.

he Baroness, sat in an
Jofore her, on a small

t, covered with white lace
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A STORY OF WAR AND A WOMAN |

Translated by WILLIAM L. McPHERSON

she opened her eyes Linda had seen the kind
face watching, always ready to
offer her some refreshment. Never had
wept or complained—always at her post like
a faithful soldier on foreign soil.

But now the excitements of the last night
had exhausted her strength. How soundly
she slept in that uncomfortable position! Linda
raised her head from the pillows, lifted herself
up a little and touched the old Baroness slight-
ly. But the latter did not awake. She didn't
even move.

Linda, who had been surrounded the day
hefore by so many people, feit all at once
strangely alone with the sleeper. But over
there, under the lace veiling, there must be
something. A soft sound of wailing came
from that direction. She straightened herself
up. A feeling of triumph welled up in her.
Supporting herself with one hand on the bed
rail, she curiously lifted the veiling and pushed
the cover back.

Tiny fingers, thin as the filaments of a calyx,
were in motion, stretched out before a little
red face, from which came the sounds that
she had heard. The eyes were tightly clozed

Could it be that thet was her child—Linda
von Kadden's son? She knew that in the night
she had heard a far-away veice which had said
something about a son.

Her own son—nobody else’s! Her eye:
ware fixed on the tiny creature. She puzzled
her brain, now strangely weak and drowsy. to
discover just how things stood between her
and this child.

Something dawned in her—a recollection:
the gloomy pond in the fir- grove; the cold
clammy water which soaked through her
clothes, chilling her and taking her breath.
And suddenly it seemed to her as if a veil was
lifted in her consciousness. There it stood
amain, that horrible something. It stared at
her as it had stared through all those sleep-
less nights. That strange face, in which she
recognized neither man nor woman, only hide-
ous beyond all measure as it came ever closer
to her, bent over toward her ear and softly,
huskily whispered:

“Do it! Do it!
feel pain. It is so easy; only do it!
can't get out of doing it!"™

Linda cast a frightened glance about her.
Yes, now was the chance. She needed only
fo bend a little further over the basket, to
stretch cut her hand and take it by the throat,
in order to choke the tiny windpipe—just as
one kills a little bird, with one squeeze—and
then to the window, and out of it.

She waited breathlessly thinking of what
she was going to do. She felt her heart beat
turbulently, Then the child made a slight
movement; it was as if he stretched out his
arms toward her. His little mouth opened
appealingly.

She felt at the same time in her breast the
warm rush of the mother's milk which was to
nourish him. Her passionate black eyes filled
with tears. An immense longing took posses
sion of her. She sighed deeply and sank ba'k
exhausted on the pillows. The old Baroness
had awakened. She rubbed her hand across
her eyes, shook herself and looked at the
younger woman in amazement.

Linda smiled. She had always called the
Baroness “Mamita,” with a peculiar foreign
accent which no one in the house could imitate

Now she said slowly, with a friendly, al-
most affectionate expression on her delicate
features:

“Grandmother, my son is hungry."”

The old lady trembled with happiness as
she handed over the child.

“Now you must sleep again,” said the Bar-
oness a few minutes later.

Linda let herself be tucked in.

“Leave the little one with me—very close
to me,” she whispered. “Then evil thoughts
cannot come.”

The old Baroness did as she wished, kissing

er tanderly on the brow,
ear and sharp the holiday bells began to
call to serviee,

“Is this Sunday?” asked Linda uncertainly

“It is the Christmas Day,” said the grand
mother. In her face joy and sorrow contend.

Then you will never again
You
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ed. Innumerable memories flitted through her
mind, all whispering, “Gone forever! Gone
forever!”

The young wife took her hand and said:
“(;o to father; he will need you. I will ress
here and look at my child.”

The old lady nodded assent. She knew that
she could leave Linda alone now without anx.
iety,

The iatter lay still, and thought of the dear-
ly loved voice which had said to her in the
night: “Fine, little one! Fine!" She was ab-
sorbed in the memory of that voice; she
clothed herself with it as with a warming
mantle of love. She felt no longer the sharp
pangs of sorrow which had fogerly asscci-
ated themselves with every thought of her hus-
band. A feeling of tranquillity and a mild
interest in the future began to possess her
soul.

If it were only true that the dead did not
dizappear utterly in the cold, blood-soaked
earth! Tf something of them still lived, still
worked, still had power to influence with mys-
terious power the hearts of those they left
behind! How consoling would be the assur-
ance that love is still stronger than death—
that in spite of death it is still able to exart
its ancient mastery!

Seldom had Linda thought about such things
in her short life, which had been only merri-
nt and jest and playfulness—and then black
speration. But now that she was a mother
she must begin to consider how her hushard
would have wished her to feel and act. She
would yield obediently to his wishes, so that
once more in the darkness of night she might
hear his voice whisper in her ear: “Iine, little
one! 1

Fine!
Something moved in her arms. The infart
pushed his head a little closer to her warm
body. She kissed him on his rosy cheek. Ske
breathed the peculiar perfume of his tiny body.
“You shall have a Fatherland,” whispered
Linda. “You shall be a good Austrian, like
your father—just as he would like you to be,”

And all at once it scemed to her as if she
could no longer keep her happiness to herself—
that she must proclaim it and share it with
others,

She reached with her right hand for the
silver bell which stood on a side table, and
rang it. She eried, her eyes shining, to the
old Baroness:

“I cannot sleep or rest. Bring Father and
the Sisters! [ want them to see my child.”
When the old Baron Kadden, followed by the
two black figures of the widowed daughters,
entered the room, Linda summoned all her
strength., She was still pretty weak, but she
wanted to make a little speech, and to make
it in German. She had to think over every
word, for she didn't eare to make any blunders,
She held the child up to the gray, bent old
man, while her pretty face shone with the ra-
disnce of maternal love:

“Father, it is Christmas. See, I give you
my little Christ child—my son. I do not want
to have him for my own. He shall belong to
all of us—to the whole house of Kadden. To
you—and to you.”

She smiled at her two sisters-in-law.

“You must all help me to make him a good
mather.”

“Linda, Linda, has a miracle happened?”
asked the old man in amazement and agitation,
while he took the child and looked at the latest
offshoot of his ancient race.

“Yaos, it is really a miracle,” answered Linda
softly. “A Christmas miracle. I believe now
that our dead live. How they do T don't know.
But I feel strength and love in my heart which
a dead man has given me, and I have no other
wish than to let him guide me.”

“Teach us all that, my daughter,” said the
old Baron Kadden solemnly. *“I thark you for
myszelf and for my house. Our Fatherland
blooms anew in this child, which has been born
to us. And g0 we will hope and trust that the
spirits of our dead will instil into us strength
and faith, in order that we may be able to lift
the newest generation up out of the gloom of
to-day into the bright sunshine of a happler
future,”




